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TO  THE   PUBLIC. 


In  offering  the  few  following  pages  to  the  public, 
the  Author  is  aware  that  to  a  portion  of  his  readers 
there  may  appear  some  sentiments  expressed  not  quite 
congenial  to  their  previous  impressions.  If  it  should 
so  happen,  he  trusts, however,  that  they  will  be  liberal 
enough  to  allow  him  the  privilege  which  every  free- 
man should  enjoy,  that  ol  expressing  his  candid 
opinions  agreeably  to  his  convictiofls,  without  pro- 
voking censure.  And  more  especially  he  expects 
this  indulgence,  when  accompanied  by  a  most  sincere 
wish  to  avoid  giving  umbrage  to  any  set  of  men  or 
individuaJ,  whatever,  consistent  with  the  paramount 
consideration  of  truth  and  candor. 

These  small  poems,  &c,  were  written  merely  for 
amusement,  without  any  view  to  their  publication, 
until  by  the  advice  of  a  few  friends,  he  was  induced  to 
lay  them  before  the  public.  With  the  hope  that  his 
humble  efforts  may  not  prove  altogether  unaccepta-* 
ble,  he  has  thus  complied  . 

THE  AUTHOR, 


A    FEW    BRIEF 


POEMS  AND  SONGS. 


"Rebellion!  foul  dishonouring  word, 

Whose  baneful  blight  so  oft  hath  staiu'd 
The  holiest  cause  that  tongue  or  sword 

Of  mortal  ever   lost  or   gain'd; 
How  many  spirits  born   to  bless, 

Have  sunk  beneath  thy  withering  name, 
Whom  hut  a  day's  an  hour's  success 

Had  wafted  to  eternal  fame. " 

T.  Moore, 


THE  EXILE'S  DREAM .      . 

In  the  stillness  of  night,  as  I  lay  in  my  slumbers, 
On  thought's  rapid  pinion  I  flew  to  that  shore, 

Where  once  to  the  sound  of  the  harp's  swelling  num- 
bers, 
I  felt  those  emotions  I  ne'er  can  feel  more  . 

Methoughto'er  the  green  hills  my  spirit  could  hover, 
And  view  from  their  summits  the  rich  vales  below, 

I  fain  would  a  trace  of  my  cottage  discover, 

But  'twas  gone,  for  oppression  had  levell'd  it  low. 

Then  my  spirit  felt  grieved  &  I  wept  in  my  sorrow, 
For  dear  is  the  spot  where  our  young  transports 
flow, 
Where  hope  strews  our  pillow  with  flowers  for  to- 
morrow, 
And  prospects  of  bliss  in  our  night  visions  glow. 


THE  EXILES  DREAM. 


Ah.  whence  I  exclaim'd  comes  this  vile  desolation, 
Where  nature  so  beauteously  smiles  in  her  bloom, 

From  what  fatal  source  spring  the  ills  of  a  nation, 
Which  God  fcrhis  creatures  ha3  marked  as  a  boon. 

,jThen  a  rushing  of  wind  and  a  noise  like  the  flyiug 

Of  birds  when  in  numbers  they  glide  thro'  the  air. 
Attracted  my  notice,  while  inwardly  sighing, 
I  mourn'd  for  the  fate  of  a  country  so  fair. 

When  lo  a  fair  form  with  her  robe  loosely  flowing, 
The  fresh  blowing  breeze  shook  its  folds  o'er  the 
hill, 

With  beauty   angelic  her  countenance  giowing, 
And  odours  celestial  the  air  seem'd  to  fill! 

She  appear'd  as  a  mortal,  though  with  a  light  splen- 
dour, 
Of  figure  and  movement,  of  earth  we  ne'er  find. 
And  a  radiance  so  placid  and  clear  shown  around 
her, 
That  expressively  told  less  of  matter  than  mind. 

She  stood  on  the  green  by  the  shamrock  surrounded, 
The  primrose  and  daisy  sprung  fresh  at  her  feet; 

The  cpwslip's  and  eglantine's  fragrance  abounded, 
And  smil'd  as  if  happy  her  footsteps  to  meet. 

By  a  motion  resistless  she  beckon'd  me  near  her, 
I  approached  with  a  feeling  of  pleasure  and  awe, 

But  soon  my  heart  gladden'd  no  longer  to  fear  her, 
Such  sweetness  in  smiling  no  mortal  e'er  saw. 

I  fell  at  her  feet  with  a  mingled  emotion, 

While  expressing  a  wish  her  dictates  t«s  know, 

uFrQm  whence  art  thou  come,  from  the  air  or  from 
ocean, 
And  what  shall  we  mortals  dare  call  thee  below.'* 
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With    melody  soft   as    the    harp's  sweetest    sound- 
in  g> 
"As  Hibernia  I'm  known  'mong  the  spirits  of  air, 
And  while  o'er  the  hills  of  my  Island  was  bounding, 
Thy  accents  of  sorrow  came  fresh  on  my  ear. 

"And  perceiving  from  whence  thy  spirit  hath  wan- 
der'd, 
From  Columbia  where  laws  were  made  equally  free? 
Where   freedom's   own  children  have    planted  her 
standard, 
And  reason  stands  guardian    o'er  Liberty's  tree. 

And  even  there  do  the  weak  and  designing 
With  sectarian  tenets  the  people  divide, 
The  structure  of  truth  and  good  sense  undermining, 
Till  over  her  ruins  impostors  may  ride. 

"Conceiving  thy  faculties  own  no  delusions 

That  truth  drawn  from  nature  is  dear  to  thy  mind  , 

That  iominant  creeds  and   blind  bigot's  effusions 
O'er  the  well  balanced  judgment  no  influence  find— 

"Then  listen  while  clear  to  thy  sense  I  discover 
The  cause  why  poor  Erin  has  suffered  so  long, 

While  ages  on  ages  in  darkness  roll'd  o'er  her. 
Why  ceased   Erin's   glory — the  minstrel's  proud 
song." 

And  raising  her  arm,  which  till  ri^w  lay  conceal'rl 
'Neath  her  mantle  of  green,  she  directed  rny  view, 

4tl3ehold,"  she  exclaim'd,  "in  fair  nature  reveal'd, 
By  his  works  a  Creator  eternal  and  true. 

"How  plainly  is  marked  on  each  blossom  and  flower, 
The  hand  of  an  artist  immortal  divine; 

His  compassion  descends  upon  earth  in  eaeh  shower, 
And  smiles  thro'  the  sunbeams  wherever  they 
shine. 
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Then  raising  her  azure  blue  eyes  towards  heaven, 
Where  So)  from  his  throne  sheds   his  lifegiving  ray, 

"What  need  we  have  more  than  the  lesson  thus  given, 
To  teach  us  that  God  made  the  night  and  the  day  ? 

"Thus  do  reason,  that  spark  of  divinity  blended, 
In  the  nature  of  man,  prove  sufficient  to  show 

All  the  knowledge  his  Maker  in  this  state  intended, 
For  earth-born  creatures  as  useful  to  know . 

"By  applying  its  light  to  the  book  of  creation, 
A  book  which  no  mortals  could  plan  or   arrange, 

In  characters  mark'd  as  divine  revelation, 

Which  none  but  its  Author  can  alter  or  change. 

"This  book  in  one  language  all  nation  addresses, 
And  is  open  alike  to  the  high  and  the  low, 

The  wisdom  and  power  of  its  author  expresses  — 
Its  texts  one  plain  meaning  eternally  show. 

"If  man  used  his  reason  and  studied  this  volume, 
Intolerance  and  bigotry's  evils  would  cease, 

And  implacable  dogmas  and  mockeries  solemn 
No  more  would  the  name  of  our  Maker  disgrace. 

'Then  Erin's  brave  children  so  blindly  deluded, 

No  longer  the  dupes  of  traditions  and  dreams 

Superstition's  dark  witcheries  ever  precluded, 

Would    unite   and  indignantly    burst  from   their 
chains . 

"And  viewing  thro'  unchangeable  order  in  nature, 

A  munificent  power,  impartial  and  just, 

Whose  bounteous  arrangements  to  furnish  each  crea- 
ture, 

Should  teach  them  forever  his  goodness  to  trust. 

"Fair  truth  then  would  whisper  that  vain  supplica- 
tions, 
To  a  being  whose  wisdom  knows  all  things  below>\ 
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The  sacrifice — cringing— and  bloody  oblations, 
Could  never  induce  him  more  goodness  to  show. 

"Instead  of  conviction  so  clear  and  consoling, 

Poor  mortals  in  darkness  and  error  have  stray'd, 

Thick  clouds  of  delusion  still  over  them  rolling, 

While  tyrants  more   gloomy    the    lab'rinth  hath 
made. 

"And  Religion,  which  simply  consists  in  devotion, 
To  virtue  and  goodness  in  a  being  divine, 

Has  proved  as  a  means,  by  a  mistaken  notion, 
For  ages  to  harass  and  shackle  mankind. 

"Each  creed  has  Its  martyrs,   its  forms  and  devices, 

Denouncing  each  other  as  false  and  impure, 
And  tho'  differing  in  faith,  resting  on  the  same  basis, 

Nought  can  lessen  their  spleen  or  their   enmity 
cure. 

"The  chiefs  o{  each  party  all  jealous  of  power, 
Of  interest  and  influence  and  mystical  swa3S 

At  truiJi'o  shining  tor/*k  liuw  !hey  threaten  and  lower, 
For  truth  they  say'  often  leads  people  astray. 

"Hence  the  solicitude,  so  anxious  and  prying, 
To  keep  men's  dear  souls  still  in  the  right  way, 

And  hence  the  great  caution  both  living  and  dying, 
That  safely  in  orthodox  faith  they  should  stay. 

"And  hence  the  foul  wish,  too,  forever  to  sunder, 
To  keep  men  of  different  persuasions  apart, 

Lest  their  sympathies  mingling,  should  lead   them  to 
ponder, 
And  loosen  base  bigotry's  bonds  round  the  heart. 

"That  sin  among  churchmen  so  great  and  prevailing^ 
Alas!  in  poor  Erin  is  rooted  and  deep, 

And  so  full  'tis  of  mischief,  the  crime  so  appalling^ 
It  makes  even  spirits  of  heaven  to  weep. 
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"What!  forbid  man  to  join  in  the  worshiping  hour 
Because  frivolous  forms  and  rites  disagree, 

And  lest  it  should  lessen  proud  spiritual  power, 
Prevent  them  their  neighbour's  devotion  to  see. 

"And  those,    too,  proclaim    themselves    God's  own 
annointed, 

Excluding  all  others  such  favor  to  s'lare, 
Who  pretend  by  commission  they're  duly  appointed, 

To  keep  souls  in  order  and  offer  up  prayer. 

"As  if  God  were  a  tyrant,  and   wanted   proud  cour- 
tiers 

To  keep  his  vile  slaves  in  subjection  and  awe 

Or  his  power  upon  earth  needed  human  supporters 

To  establish  his  will  or  make  partial  his  law. 

"Oh!  hypocrisy  wicked!  assumption  how  daring! 

Ah  !  when  shall  mind's  power  its  own  fetters  break, 
Or  when  from  his  long  night  of  dreams  and  despairing 

Shall  slumbering  man  from  his  stupor  awake?" 

She  ceased  for   a  moment,  while  a  light  still  more 
splendid 

Tllumin'd  her  form  and  beamed  in  her  face, 
When  my  spirit  with  hers  like  a  shadow  ascended — 

We  mounted  on  air  and  soar'd  over  wide  space. 

Thro' ether,  as  quick  as  the  lightning's  red  pinions, 
When  they  pierce  the  dark  clouds,  together  we  flew, 
Till  bringing  in  vision  the  celestial  dominions 
My  thoughts  were  amazed  at  a  splendor  so  new. 

Our  flight  seem'd  to  cease,  when  devoutly  beholding 
A  paradise  beauteous  as  Eden's  first  bloom, 

Through  the  transparent  curtain  of  heaven  unfolding 
An  assemblage  of  spirits  in  bliss  from  the  tomb. 

Their  forms  show'd  God-like  with  human'perfection, 
Their  faceB  divinely  with  gleamings  of  soul, 
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Thought's  clearest  power,  and  placid  reflection 
Presided  and  held  their  most  happy  controul. 

Oh!  glorious  immovtalsnow  free  from  oppression, 
How  gracefully  gliding  their  motions  appear, 

In  gesture  and  bearing,  what  a  balmy  expression, 
With  intellect's  rays  shining  lucid  and  clear. 

Then  Hibernia  perceiving  my  rapturous  wonder, 
With  benignant  intention  to  help  my  weak  mind, 

"Now  mortal"  she  said  "you  observe  who  irj  yonder 
Bright  sphere  of  elysium  are  first  of  their  kind. 

'Not  prelates  nor  bishops,  nor  kings  and  their  minioni, 
Nor  those  upon  earth  who  would  conscience  enslave 
But  the  souls  who  have  struggled  to  free  men's  opin- 
ions 
The  martyrs  to  freedom,  the  good  and  the  brave. 

"But  none  more  distinguish'd  and  none  more  deser- 
ving 
Amongst  all  the  worthies   from   earth  who   have 
flown — 
Than  those,  who  from  virtue  &  truth  never  swerving, 
Whom  Erin  can  boast  of  once  being  her  own. 

"Still  knowing  thy  nature  while  human  remaining, 
The  spirits  vast  numbers  unequal  to  scan, 

Who  on  earth  in  all  ages  oppressors  disdaining  , 
Have  sped  to  these  regions  since  time  first  began. 

"Thy  powers,  tho'  limited,  yet  in  discovering, 
Some  objects  distinctly  as  dear  to  thy  heart, 

Above  all  the  forms  round  yonder    sphere  hovering, 
These  names  have  most  nobly  excell'd  in  their  part. 

Then  a  roll  of  green  dye,  and  soft  texture  unfolding 
With  pride  and  delight  in  her  right  hand  she  bore, 

And  with  seraphic  smile,  triumphant  beholding 
The  treasure  which  close  to  her  bosom  she  wore ; 
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Transported  I  gazed  as  she  held  it  before  me, 

On  names  so  well  known,  as  if  written  with  flame, 
Of  heroes  ated  patriots,  immortal  in  story, 

For  genius  and  talents,  now  cherish'd  by  fame. 

But  none  so  conspicuously  striking  and  splendid, 
As  those  t«  whom  memory  more  interest  gave, 

Some    near  the  end  of  the  list  were  appended, 

Whom  tyranny,  fearing,  condemn'd  to    the  grave. 

They  appear'd  with  a  wreath  of      fresh   shamrock 
surrounded, 
Which  oft  in  their  dear  native  Island  they  wore, 
That  emblem  of  union  which  bigots  confounded  * 
And  which  nought  could  dissolve,  but  the  hearts 
warm  gore. 

Fitzgerald  the  noble,  high  gifted  and  daring, 
McCan,  by  fidelity,  claim'd  as  her  own; 

Honest  Orr,  of  the  North,  each  risk   freely  sharing, 
Hart,  the  young  victim ;  brave  Teelling  and  Tone. 

The  Shearses,  two  brothers  thus  doubly  unite  d, 
Who  died  hand  in  hand,  a  true  type  of  their  cause) 

Minds  from  whose  energies  guilt  fled  affrighted, 
Whose  crime  was  devotion  to  truth  and  its  laws. 

Bold  Harvey  and  Bond,  as  distinguished  as  any, 
Appear'd  in  their  place  on  the  sacred  record, 

In  characters  shining  they  stood  with  the  many 
Whose  merits  commanded  an  equal  reward. 

Young  Emmet,  the  gem  of  all  names  patriotic, 
Who  made  his  judge    tremble,  tho'    guarded  by 
slaves ; 
His  speech,  when  condemn'd,  so  sublime  and  proph- 
etic, 
As  a  treasure  wai  left  by  the  last  of  the  brarei. 
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"These  died"  she  continued,  "for  union  paternal. 
And  strain'd  every  nerve  for    the   cause   in  their 
day, 
But  higotry's  power,  cursed  demon  infernal, 

Broke  Union's  bless'd  bonds  and  resumed  her  dark 

sway. 

"Yes!  yes!"  she    exclaimed,  while   marked  detesta- 
tion, 
And  horror's    dark    frown   on    her  countenance 
shown, 
"  'Tis  from  thee,  thou  vile  fiend  and  thy  twin  super- 
stition, 
The  sufferings  and  wrongs  of  poor  Erin  have  flown. 

"Thou  art  the  cause  that  the  blood  of  her  heroes 
Was  shed  in  vain  torrents  on  scaffold  and  field, 

That  her  genius  is  marr'd,   that  her  fame  and    her 
glories 
Were  forced  to  oppressor  and  tyrant  to  yield. 

"For  what  could  withstand  such  a  people  united — 
So  numerous — whom  God  so  much  energy  gave, 

No  power  on  earth  could  prevent  their  being  righted, 
But  thou! — child  of  error  and  nurse  of  the  slave. 

"Observe  now  those  groups  in  green  raiment  collect- 

Round  minstrels  wnose  harps  sound  likemusic  of 
spheres, 
Whose  faces  the  light  of  celestials  reflecting, 
And  an  Emerald  crown  on  each  forehead  appears' 

"These  are  the  souls  who  mind's  fetters  would  sever, 
From  dissention  and  discord  their  country  would, 
free, 

Transmuted,  united,  in  concord  forever, 
Eternally  happy  and  glorious  to  be. 

B 
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She  ceased — then  a  smile  all  benignant  resuming 
And  waving  her  arm  to  denote  an  adieu, 

Through  a  vista  of  light  in  the  distance  illuming, 
To  the  sphere  lately  seen,  quick  as  idea  ihe  flew. 

A  desolate  feeling  a  moment  came  o'er  me, 
Mortality's  helplessness  quivered  and  quail'd, 

No  longer  possessing  the  influence  which  bore  me, 
Fear,  terror,  and  death,  my  lone  spirit  assail'd. 

Then  falling  through  space  with  a  poiseless  motion, 
The  planets  appearing  like  mountains  of  flame, 

And  expecting  to  perish  'mid  clouds  or  in  ocean, 
lawoke^and  behold!  it  was  all  but  a  dream  L 
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Written  on  hearing  that  the  payment   of 

Tithes  was  no  longer  to  he  forced  in  Ire- 
land. 

Hail,  Erin,  hail !  the  news  from  far 
Brings  tidings  of  thy  rising  star, 
Thy  native  intellect  prevails, 
Oppression's  wrongs  to  light  reveals.; 
Showing  the  monster  to  the  view 
Of  mankind,  in  his  blood-stained  hue, 
With  all  his  davk  and  damning  sins 
Enough  to  chill  the  warmest  veins ; 
Even  tyrant's  shun  the  appalling  sight 
Of  injuries  thus  brought  to  light, 
While  the  enlighten'd  of  the  land 
With  frowning  indignation  stand, 
Ready  to  crush  his  impious  sway, 
And  sweep  his  fiend-like  form  away; 
And  swear  no  longer  thus  to  see 
Their  lovely  Isle  in  slavery. 

Britain  begins  to  feel  at  last, 

The  odium  on  her  glory  cast,  x 

By  foster'd  laws  from  darkest  times 

Made  to  sustain  the  bigot's  crimes, 

Itetain'G  as  blots  upon  the  pege 

Of  an  enlighten'd,  rising  age, 

And  echoes  Erin  back  the  cry 

For  equal  rights  and  Liberty. 

Scotia  repeals  the  thrilling  sounds, 

And  from  her  hills  the  cry  rebounds, 

Again  to  Erin's  vales  ihey  fly, 

Cheering  her  on  to  victory  ; 

Where  mingled  shouts  of  gladness  use 

From  millions,  swelling  to  the  skies, 

And  martyr'd  patriots  tho'  in  bliss 

Feel  at  the  sound  new  extacies; 
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And  minstrel  spirits  join  in  song 
Thro*  the  wide  courts  of  heaven  along, 
In  grand  celestial  symphony 
That  Erin's  sons  will  yet  be  free. 
Tyrants  the  while  affrighted  gaze, 
Abash'd  and  struck  wiih  truth's  clear  rays; 
Those  Lords  and  prelates  who  have  thriven 
On  robbeiiesin  the  name  of  heaven, 
Find  at  last  their  mystick  sway 
No  longer  bears  the  light  of  day; 
Of  all  their  instruments  bereft, 
To  execute  their  impious  thefr, 
Which  seized  from  industry  its  gain, 
Endear'd  by  poverty  and  pain, 
To  glut  the  luxury  of  the  few, 
To  nought  but  pride  and  avarice  true. 

Their  minions,  who  were  wont  to  spread 

With  locust  ruin  in  their  tread, 

Their  bloody  track  no  more  shall  shew 

Of  murderous  deeds  and  widows'  woe, 

The  baneful  trace  no  longer  seen 

To  blot  our  Island's  lovely  green, 

The  peasant  then  in  peace  will  rest, 

With  health  and  sweet  contentment  blest. 

While  the  true  guardians  of  the  land 

With  wisdom's  power,  and  truth's  command, 

March  on  in  talented  array, 

Graced  with  a  bloodless  victory. 

And  who  is  he  in  front  I  see, 

'His  country's  own  epitome,' 

With  manly  form  and  daring  brow, 

Oh  yes! — 'tis  he — I  know  him   now. 

O'Connell! — that  astounding  name 

So  dear  to  country  and  to  fame. 

'Tis  he — 'tis  he,  whose  magic  spell 

The  flame  of  freedom  lights  so  well, 
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Till  e«ery  breast  allows  its  sway 
Ard  every  eye  beams  forth  itsray; 
The  running  train  still  burns  along, 
Thro'  hill  and  dale  and  mountain  throng, 
Till  the  great  multitude  is  wrought 
Into  one  mass  of  burning  thought; 
Like  thunders  gathering  on  high, 
They  frown  in  dreadful  majesty, 
Ready  with  threatening  gleam  to  shed, 
Their  lightnings  on  the  guilty  head. 

Great  is  thy  glory,  mighty  mind, 

And  great  the  good  thou  giv'st  mankind, 

But  greater  far  would  be  thy  praise, 

From  superstition's  power  to  raise 

The  free  born  thought,  and  make  .it  so?  r, 

Unclouded  by  dark  mystic  lore: 

With  thee  the  task  would  he  but  light, 

If  aided  by  example  bright, 

Thy  country  soon  would  copy  thee, 

Thus  making  Erin  doubly  free. 

But  oh  !  beware,  that  the  dark  sin 
Of  bigotry,  lurks  not   within 
The  deep  recesses  of  thy  breast, 
Leaving  its  sting  in  secret  rest, 
Till  thy  foes  have  weaker  growu 
Or  lordly  taction  overthrown. 
For  should  the  future  ages  see, 
That  blot  upon  thy  memory, 
Not  all  the  good  thou'st  done  for  man 
Tho'  bright  the  course  thy  genius  ran 
Hot  all  the  proofs  thy  mind  hath  given 
Of  power  so  near  allied  to  heaven 
Nor  all  thy  praise  of  liberty  \ 

Or  zeal  to  set  thy  country  free     ( 
Will  save  thy  name  from  infamy.  J 
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As  proof  of  this  we  need  but  turn 
Our  eyes  to  great  Napoleon's  urn  ; 
He  whose  vast  soul  in  time  was  given, 
To  struggling  Fiance  by  pitying  beav'n, 
Who  had  he  used  his  power  to  free 
Mankind,  as  seem'd  his  destiny, 
His  name  on  time's  great  stream   would  glide 
Unto  Eternity's  deep  tide, 
Cheer'd  on  its  way  by  poets'  songs 
Breath'd  in  thousand  varied  tongues, 
And  every  age  would  catch  the  theme, 
Sending  it  down   by  sounding  fame. 

But  all  the  good  he  might  have  done, 
And  all  the  praise  he  might  have  won, 
Was  blighted  by  one  damning  sin 
That  lurk'd  in  secrecy  within. 
Ambition,  was  the  evil  sprite 
Which  conquest  usher'd  into  light, 
Leading  its  votary  on  through  flame 
And  blood,  to  win  a  despot's  name. 

'Tis  said  by  saints  and  sages  too 
That  every  man,  no  matter  who, 
lb  bias'd  by  some  inclination 
Whate'er  his  talents,  rank  or  station. 
If  this  be  an  axiom  known  and  clear 
Assad  experience  makes  appear, 
Then  do  not  take  these  hints  amiss 
But  guard  thy  mind  from  prejudice, 
Nor  the  cuggestion  disregard 
Of  a  poor  humble  friendly  bard, 
Whose  ardent  wish  would  Erin  see 
In  mind  as  well  as  statutes  free. 
Whose  heart  and  pulse  devoutly  beat 
With  feelings  for  his  country's  fate  : 
Tho'  doomed  in  distant  climes  to  dwell 
Can  truly  say,  he  loves  her  well. 
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BATTLE  OF  LAKE  ERIE. 

All,  all  is  hushed  on  Erie,  save 
The  whispers  of  the  curling  wave ; 
Lisping  its  accents  to  the  brave, 

In  wildest  symphony, 
They  heed  it  not,  for  o'er  their  souls 
Deep  brooding  thought  its  empire  holds: 
And 'fore  their  minds  wrapt  vision  rolls, 

Teeming  futurity. 

With  wild  conflicting  thoughts  opprest, 
They  vainly  seek  a  little  rest; 
For  strife  is  raging  in  each  breast, 

Boding  as  brooding  storms. 
For  'morrow's  sun  shall  light  their  path, 
Where  war  in  all  its  withering  wrath, 
Will  rudely  deal  the  hand  of  death, 

In  all  its  fearful  forms. 

Now  Sol's  swift  coursers  pass  the  gate, 

Of  murky  Noxe's  dark  estate  : 

With  loosening  rein  he  speeds  their  gait, 

And  mounts  the  shadowed  sky. 
Onward  he  comes  and  throws  his  beams, 
Where  the  red  eye  of  battle  gleams, 
The  hovering  raven  wildly  screams, 

A  shrill  foreboding  cry. 

Where  the  dark  vessels  proudly  swim, 
Their  cannon's  muzzles  black  and  grim, 
Like  fiends  of  havoc  loosed  by  him, 

Who  guards  old  Pluto's  realm . 
And  as  he  speeds  his  trackless  way, 
Mantled  in  flame  each  morning  ray, 
Burns  in  ablaze  of  noontide  day, 

And  gilds  his  burnished  helm. 
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In  the  full  beaming  of  his  light, 
Each  adverse  host  now  arms  for  fight; 
Their  quivering  blades  are  flashing  blight, 

Studded  with  mimic  suns. 
Now  Perry  in  his  country's  name, 
Calls  on  each  follower  of  fame, 
And  rouses  quick  the  generous  flame, 

That's  kindling  in  her  sons. 

Come  freemen  round  your  standard  flock, 
And  bravely  meet  the  'riving  shock  : 
To   tyrants  prove  a  splint'ring  rock. 

Who'd  crush  your  libert}'. 
With  Lawrence's  last  words  unfurled, 
(Breathed  on  the  confines  of  this  world) 
And  by  the  light  breeze  gently  curled, 

Our  banners,  floating  free. 

Ileckless  of  life,  he  'gins  to  wage 
With  one  sole  bark  the  battle's  rage  : 
None  save  the  Lawrence  yet  engage, 

Closed  with  the  enemy. 
Now  glares  the  torchman's  vivid  flash! 
Now  cannons  roar  and  timbers  crash  ! 
Now  the  winged  balls  their  victims  dash! 

Quick  to  eternity. 

Here,  ships  dismantled  by  their  stroke, 
As  when  the  whirlwind  wrings  the  oak, 
While  groans  01  dying,  fire  and  smoke, 

Rise  from  the  crimson'd  deck. 
Alone,  unaided,  long  ho  braves 
Those  lords  and  masters  of  the  waves; 
Till  his  crew's  gone,  but  few  he  saves. 

And  leaves  a  shattered  wreck. 

A  succor  comes,  'tis  Elliott  true, 
With  the  Niagara,  to  her  the  ievrt 


BATTLE     OF   LAKE  ERIE.  21 


Or  remnant  of  that  gallant  crew, 

In  open  boat  conveys. 
His  motto  too,  for  soon  on  high 
Is  waving  death  or  victory: 
Which  waves  him  on  to  win,  or  die, 

Pall'd  in  a  hero's  bays. 

Where  mingling  peals  on  peals  arise, 
Death  revels  deep  with  bloodshot  eyes; 
Two  conquered  flags  now  strike  a  prize, 

And  trophy  to  his  arms. 
Now  all  engage,  some  board  and  pour 
Their  raking  final)  shot  aft  and  fore  1 
Each  visage  grimm'd  with  human  gore, 

They  sound  their  wild  alarms. 

'Midst  striving  warrior's  maddening  shout, 
See  dead  and  wounded  strewn  about, 
Their  bubbling  life-blood  oozing  out, 

Smoking  from  every  wound. 
With  deafening  din, each  brandish'd  steel 
Meets  bathed  in  fire,  and  every  peal 
Of  arms,  rings  like  a  knell  to  seal 

The  death  of  hundreds  round. 

And  every  burst  of  cannonade, 
Breaks  like  a  yell  of  demons,  brayed 
In  wild  mirth  at  the  wreck  that's    made, 

'Mong  jarring  things  of  earth. 
From  bark  to  bark,  destruction  dire, 
Rolls  in  a  sheet  of  living  fire, 
Its  writhing  folds  to  heaven  aspire, 

A  wanton  from  its  birth. 

Dread  carnage  rages  fierce  and  strong, 
Insatiate  'mid  the  bat'ling  throng, 
But  liberty  her  sons  among 

Still  nerves  her  vital  chords. 
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They  draw  for  rights  both  just  and  dear, 
They  strike  with  arms  unknown  to  fear, 
They  conquer,  and  oppressions  bier, 
Is  sculptured  by  their  swords. 

What  is  that  shout  ascends  the  skies, 
That  o'er  the  crystal  current  flies , 
From  freedom's  band  its>peale  arise, 

Perry  has  victory. 
The  battle's  lost,  the  battle's  won, 
'Twixt  noon  day  light  and  sleeping  son, 
The  noise  is  hushed,  the  work  is  done, 

And  nights  reigns  silently. 

And  peaceful  Cynthia  throws  her  sheen, 
(A  silver'd  mantle,)  o'er  the  scene, 
Where  victor  and  vanquished  yet  are  seen, 

Treading  their  watery  cars. 
A  wreath  of  fame  is  richly  wrought, 
As  rich  as  e'er  was  won  or  bought 
By  deeds  of  arms,  with  mines  of  thought, 
To  grace  the  conquerors. 

Columbia  thus,  may  ages  seo 
You  still  the  foil  of  tyranny, 
All  despots  dread  where  e'er  they  be, 

Though  short's  the  despot's  span. 
Whose  thrones  may  totter  on  a  while, 
Till  knowledge  breaks  each  crafty  wile, 
And  hurls  them  down  the  crumbling  pile, 

ftaforethe  rights  of  man. 


SONG.  23 


A  SOXG. 

Around  thy  shore  the  billows  roll, 

Sweet  Isle  for  bliss  by  nature  plann'd, 
Where  friendship  crowns  the  flowing  bowl 

Witn  sympathetic  raptures  bland — 
On  !  hail,  ye  scenes  of  social  glee, 

Where  wit  and  beaut}''  sparkle  round 
And  generous  hospitality — 

Willi  hearts  that  swell  with  music's  sound. 

Thy  groves'  deep  green  and  breezy  bowers, 

How  sweet  to  muse  beneath  their  shade; 
Thy  hedges  deck'd  with  pearly  show'rs 

Like  tears  shed  by  my  favorite  maid; 
How  oft,  enraptured,  have  we  stray'd, 

O'er  hill,  o'er  dale,  and  mazy  way, 
And  view'd  the  lark  spring  from  the  mead, 

With  joyous  notes  to  hail  the  day. 

When  hearts  are  young  and  free  from  guile, 

And  hope's  creation  unconfirmed, 
How  every  object  then  can  smile, 

Serene  as  the  unruffled  mind  ; 
But  soon  life's  cares  invade  the  breast, 

And  disappointments  sting  the  soul; 
Our  fondest  wishes  oft  deprest, 

While  clouds  before  hope's  radiance  roll. 

But  hush  fond  memory's  plaintive  strain, 

What,  tho'  not  blest  with  fortune's  smilei, 
Convivial  joys  we  feel  again, 

And  harmony  our  cares  beguiles. 
Since  anchor'd  on  Columbia's  short, 

Let's  all  unite   in  freedom's  plan — 
Our  voices  make  the  rafters  roar 

And  toast  the  glorious  rights  ef  man. 
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THE  MORNING  IN  IRELAND  , 


The  morning's  first  rays  on  the  valley  were  breaking, 
The  lark  from  her  green  couch  ascended  on  nigh, 
The  calm  shepherd  swains  from  their  slumbers  were 
waking, 
And  stars  dimly  twinkling-  took  leaye  of  the  sky; 
A  mist  that  hung  over  the  stream's  gentle  flowing, 
Half  concealed  as  it  rolled  the  bright  current  from 
view, 
While  echo  replied  to  proud  chanticleer's  crowing, 

And  made  him  again  the  bold  challenge  renew. 

In  the  east  a  bright  radiance  with  splendor  increas- 
ing. 

While  sunbeams  advancing,  shot  over  the  green  ; 
The  birds  in  the  hedges  whose  warblings   unceasing, 

With  the  sweetest  of  music  enliven'd  the  scene  ; 
The  breezes  blew  mildly,  perfumed  by  wild  flowers  i 

The  herds  slowly  moving  spread  over  the  plain, 
The  pasture  was  spangled  with  morning's  first  show- 
ers, 

And  Eden  on  earth  seem'd  established  again. 

In  such  a  loved  morn,  as  it  bloom'd  on  my  fancy, 
I  to  Erin's  green  fields  bade  a  long — long  adieu, 

And  I  still  think  I  see  the  blue  eyes  of  my  Nancy, 
All  sparkling  with  tears,  as  she  stood  in  my  view; 

Oh!  affection,  how  sweetly  thy  cords  had   entwined 
me, 
How  delightfully  tender  1  felt  thy  soft  sway, 

And  tho5  those   loved  scenes,  are  now   far — far  bt- 
hind  me, 
Oa  memory's  bright  mirror  they  s till  seem  to  play. 
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for  Patrick's  day  . 

As  around  the  sweet  shamrock  we  cluster, 

The  emblem  which  suits  our  green  Isle, 
May  the  patron  we  hail,  shed  a  lustre, 

And  gild  every  face  with  a  smile ; 
May  gaiety,  wit,  and  good  feeling, 

Enliven  and  warm  every  heart, 
And  the  soft  power  of  sympathy's  healing, 

Our  joys  to  each  other  impart. 
And,  oh !  may  all  friends  now  i«  hearing, 

The  truth  of  this  saying  well  scan, 
There  ne'er  can  be  freedom  in  Erin, 

While  bigotry  parts  man  and  man. 

In  the  records  of  genius  for  ages, 

Where  find  such  a  splendid  array, 
Of  orators,  poets  and  sages, 

Who  have  illumin'd  our  Isle  in  their  clay; 
Or  throughout  all  the  isles  of  the  ocean, 

Tho'  you  journey  o'er  mountain  and  ware, 
You'll  ne'er  find  a  laud,  I've  a  notion, 

Whose  sons  are  more  generous  and  brave. 
Then,  oh!  may  all  friends  now  in  hearing, 

The  truth  of  this  saying  well  scan, 
There  ne'er  can  be  freedom  in  Erin, 

Whilst  bigotry  parts  man  and  man. 

Tf  the  stranger,  benighted  and  lonely, 
Should  happen  to  bless  Paddy's  cot 
He  may  feast  on  the  potato  only, 

But  cheerfully  shares  what  he's  got, 
And  if  e'er  a  drop  of  the  creature, 

Can  be  had  in  the  neighborhood  round, 
5Tis  brought  with  a  smile  of  good  nature, 
The  cares  of  the  stranger  to  drown. 
C 
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Then  ol> !  may  all  friends  now  in  hearing, 

The  truth  of  this  saying  well  scan, 
There  ne'er  can  be  freedom  in  Erin, 

While  bigotry  parts  man  and  man. 

May  the  sea-clouds    that  fly  o'er  thy  mountains, 

Bring  plenty  and  health  on  their  wings, 
And  pure  make  thy  rivers  and  fountains, 

And  delightful  thy  summers  and  springs, 
May  peace  be  thy  lot,  but  whenever, 

True  honor  and  freedom  shall  call, 
The  link  of  oppression  to  sever — 

Then  Irishmen  rise  one  and  all. 
And  oh!  may  all  friends  now  in  hearing, 

The  truth  of  this  saying  well  scan, 
There  ne'er  can  be  freedom  in  Erin, 

While  bigotry  parts  man  and  man. 


SONG. 

IRELAND  FORTY    YEARS    AGO. 

Dear  Erin,  I  remember  the  time, 

When  thy  sectarian  strifes  seem'd  to  cease, 
When  all  over  thy  heavenly  clime, 

All  hearts  sighed  for  freedom  and  peace. 

'Twas  delightful  'twas  glorious  to  see 
Thy  discord  and  feuds  laid  aside, 

Or  lost  in  the  wish  to  be  free, 
Or  sunk  in  oblivion's  dark  tide. 

When  thj  sires,  and  thy  patriot  youth, 

With  energized  virtue  inspired, 
All  thronged  round  the  altar  of  truth 

To  catch  the  pure  flame  that  it  fired. 
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Thyfair  daughters  too,  join'd  in  ths  thrcng, 

With  intellect  rare  to  be  seen, 
They.penn'd  the  bold  patriot  song, 

And  deck'd  our  gay  banner  of  green. 

That  loved  banner  of  union  the  sign, 

When  it  spread  its  bright  wings  on  the  air, 

O'er  the  heart  shed  an  influence  benign, 
And  made  hatred  ar.d  strife  disappear. 

The  sun  seemVl  to  shine  on  thy  hills, 

With  a  radiance  more  placid  and  bright, 

And  the  music  of  groves  and  of  rills, 
To  the  heart  gave  a  sweeter  delight. 

All  nature  seem'd  pleas'd  with  the  spell, 
That  put  thy  dissensions  to  flight, 

Or  chain'd  down  the  demon  to  hell, 

That  kept  Erin  from  gaining  her   right. 

Bat,  alas !  *ne  bright  slpn.n  nC  tWaca  J»y^j 
Was  transient  and  brief  to  the  view, 

For  tyrants  still  envied  thy  praise, 
And  sought  all  thy  fouds  to  renew. 


SONG, 

THE  EVENING  OF  LIFE. 

In  the  ev'ning  of  life  when  our  sun  shall  decline, 
"The  moonlight  of  friendship"  more  brilliant  should 

shine, 
Whose  rays  when  reflected,  new  life  can  impart, 
And  good  feeling  and  rapture  convey  to  the  heart. 

When  I  think  of  those  friends,  who   have  long  past 

away, 
Whos?  genius  could  shed  round  their  circle  a  r  ay, 
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/  nd  mind  where  in  scenes  such    as  this   they   were 

near, 
My  heart  swells  with  sorrow,  my  eye  with  a  tear. 

Green  Erin,  could  then  boast  of  patriots  pure, 
Who  indignant  of  wrong  to  the  death    would   indur*r 
When  Fitzgerald,  McCan,  honest  Teeling   &  Tone., 
And  a  thousand  such  others,  as  great,  were  her  owa. 

If  the  souls  of  those  brave  ones  could  visit  the  earth, 
Sure  they'd  fly  to  the  soil  that  gave  Liberty  birth, 
And  th«'  highly  bless'd  in  the  regions  divine, 
They'd  pay  their  devotions  round   Liberty's    shrine. 

To  their  memory  a  bumper,  'tis  due  to  their  shades. 
While  our  heart's  warm  motion  their  influence    per- 
vades, 
With  music's  soft  power,  let  us  join  in  the  rite, 
Nor  forget  that  'tisoffer'd  to  spirits  of  light. 


THE  IRISH  BMiaRAJTft. 

As  slow  our  ship  thro"  the  channel  made  way, 
We  still  saw  the  land  of  the  brave  and  the  gay, 
And  long  some  loved  object  had  linger'd  insight, 
The  mountain  by  day,  and  the  beacon  by  night. 

The  west  wind  blew  mildly,  and  in  sighs  seem'd  to  say 
'Why  sons  of  Erin  from  your  green   hills  away; 
'Tho'  you  sail  round  the  globe  and  explore  the  wide 

main 
'To  find  such  an  Island,  your  search  will  be  vain.' 

'Twas  thus  the  soft  aephyr  seem'd  to  whisper  us  back, 
As  I  gazed  on  the  foam  of  the  billowy  track, 
With  a  heart  nearly  bursting  and  a  tear  in  each  eye 
While  the  land  of  our  fathers  seem'd  slowly  to  fly, 
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Or  fade  like  a  cloud,  from  our  vision  away, 
Or  iff  distance  to  hide  from  the  great  orb  of  day, 
Or  buried  in  ocean's  great  wide  spreading  grave. 
It  sunk  like  a  snadow  entomb'd  in  the  wave. 

I  ne'er  can  forget  how  the  strings  of  my  heart, 

At  that  moment  felt  riven  and  torn  apart, 

And  the  desolate  pang  that  fell  on  my  mind, 

At  the  thought  of  my  country  &  friends  left  behind. 

And  all  those  dear  charms  that  cling  round  the  soul, 

Of  the  scenes  of  our  youth,  which 'twere  sin  to  con- 
trol— 

Then  who  would  not  curse  proud  oppression's  foul 
laws 

And  tyrants  and  kings — of  such  anguish  the  cause. 


SONG. 

CUPJD  AND  THE  ROSE. 

air — Araby-s  Daughter. 

A  rose  in  full  loveliness  bloom'd  in  a  bower, 
Its  fragrance  perfuming  the  breeze  as  it  past, 

No  hand  had  e'er  ruffled  the  leaves  of  the  flower, 

Secure  it  still  flourished,  well  screen'd  from  the 

blast; 
It  blushingly  hung  on  the  stem  that  sustained  it, 

All  gracefulness,  odor  and  sweetness  combin'd, 
No  impurity  ever  had  tainted  or  stain'd  it, 

In  beauty  unrivall'd,  the  gem  of  its  kind. 

One  night  when  the  moon  in  full  splendor  was  shin- 
ing* 
And  this  flower  with  its  odor  had  scented  the  air, 

la  softest  repose,  o'er  its  green  couch  reclining, 
And  nought  of  ungentleness  seem'd  to  be  near, 
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SlV  cupid  crept  in 'mid  this  seeming  security, 
Struck  by  its  beauty,  yet  fixing  its  doom, 

One  touch  of  his  dart  spoil'd  its  soft  bosom's  jurit™ 
Destroying  its  fragrance  and  blighting  its  bloom. 


THE  VALEX1IXE. 

TO  


How  sweet's  the  fresh'ning  breeze  of  spring, 
When  birds  their  amorous  feelings  sing, 
'Tis  sweet  to  see  the  opening  flower 
Bespangled  with  the  dewy  shower, 

The  lily  and  the  rose  to  see, . 
Are  sweet  for  they  resemble  thee, 
But  sweeter  far  than  these  to  spy, 
Sympathy's  tear  in  beauty's  eye. 

A  thbusand  sweets  like  these  combin'd 
I  in  the  lowly  Harriet  find, 
And    could  such  sweets  be  ever  mine, 
Oh!  what  a  happy  Valentine. 


FIRST  LOVE. 

TO    F  A  N  N  Y A  SONG 


When  passions  emotions  their  impulse  had  given, 

A  flame  in  my  bosom  to  rise, 
Like  the  fire  of  the  altar,  'twas  kindled  from  heaven, 

But  that  heaven  was  all  in  thine  eyes; 
No  purer  devotion,  e'er  glow'd  in  the  breast, 

Of  the  priest  at  his  burning  shrine, 
Nor  was  he  with  happiness  ever  more  blest, 

Than  thy  smile  and  thy  glance  gave  U>  mine . 
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And  could  that  soft  light  but  eternally  shine, 

No  Elysium  I'd  ask  in  the  skies, 
I3ut  thus  kneel  before  thee,  a  heavenly  shrine 

Where  the  centre  of  happiness  lies. 
Then  look  on  me  love,  with  that  bright  smile  ofgiee. 

And. cherish  devotion  so  true, 
Ear  the  beam  of  that  smile  lightsa  flamrv  within  me, 

Which  nought  but  thy  frown  can  subdue. 


SOXG. 


THE  FLOWER  OF  THE  4IORX, 


Air — ilLife  of  poor  Jack." 

Who  would  not  prefer  the  fresh  flower  of  the   morn,- 

Ere  its  bosom  was  spread  lo  the  day, 
When  o'er-ripen'd  it  often  reclinesona  thorn, 

Or  wastes  all  its  sweetness  away; 
I   never  would  plant  in  my  breast  any  flower, 

Whose  leaves  had  been  ruffled  or  soiled, 
Or  when  long  exposed  to  the  sun's  scorching   power, 

For  its  odour  and  pliancy's  spoil'd  . 

Then  give  me  the  nymph  with  the  sparkling  eye,. 

And  as  fresh  as  the  rose-bud  in  dew, 
Whose  heart  for  another  ne'er  heaved  with  a  sigh, 

Whose  affections  are  tender  and  new, 
For  then  I  may  hope,  by  attention  and  care, 

To  mould  her  aright  to  my  mind, 
But  'mong  all  those  fair  who  are  worse  for  the  wear, 

No  mending.of  manners  you'll  find. 
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EXPERIENCE  OF  LIFE. 

A  SOXG. 

In  wandering  through  life's  mazy  war, 
While  youthful  fancy  paints  the  day, 
"With  gilded  scenes  and  prospects  bright, 
When  each  new  object  brings  delight, 

The  rock,  the  tower, 

The  brook,  the  bower, 
Where  first  was  felt  love's  thrilling  power  x 
These  have  a  charm  which  all  must  know, 
Whose  hearts  have  warm'd  with  feeling's  glow 

The  modest  nymph  who  trips  the  green. 
With  ro?y  health  and  graceful  mien, 
To  the  youthful  bosom  bring?, 
The  rapturous  wish  the  poet  sing?: 

Iie'd  fain  possess, 

Such  loveliness, 
'•)';  such  delicious  fruit  would  press, 
But  virtue  has  around  hex   thrown,  - 
A  shield  which  makes  it  all  her  own, 

When  ripen'd  manhocd  fills  his  form 
And  makes  him  fit  to  stem  the  storm, 
On  life's  rough  sea,  with  hope  elate, 
He  launches  to  contend  with  fate; 

Nor  does  he  start, 

From  danger's  part, 
Kor  storm  nor  tempest  shakes  ftii  heart, - 
His  spirit  mounts  with  eagle  bound, 
And  nobly  braves  the  conflict   round  . 

But  soon  he  finds  his  hopes  depress'd, 
The  generous  impulse  of  his  breast, 
Is  |ost  'mid  passions  gathering  there, 
Avarice  and  pride,  with  souring  care; 
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Yet  feels  'tis  vain, 

And  endless  pain, 
Ambitions  wishes  e'er   to  gain; 
Then  wisely  seeks  love's  soothing  powery 
Or  friendship,  in  his  native  bower . 


SOXG. 

A  WIFE  OR  NO  WIPE. 

Oh  !  happy  is  the  man  who  finds  a  loving  wife, 
Whose  affections  never  tire  thro'  all  the  ills  of  life.. 
Whose  features  speak  divinely  the  index  of  her  mind, 
Whose  faith  can  ne'er  he  doubted,  whose  heart  is 
true  and  kind. 

With  unaffected  tenderness,  good  sense  and  candour-" 

join'd, 
TPhat  hypocrite  mock-modesty,  oh,  never  let  me  find  ;' 
But  constancy  unwavering,  in  poverty  or  shame, 
Thro'  good  or  ill,  abiding  still,  in  gentleness  the  Same... 

But  woe  betide  the  wretched  wight,  whose  fate    it    is- 

to  won, 
A.  dame   with  canting   sentiment,  put  on  to  hide   the 

shrew, 
If  ills  oflife  assail  him,  or  misfortunes-press  him  down, 
His  manly  worth  avails  him  not,  she's  first  10  wear  a. 

frown. 

But  come  let's  all  be  happy  now,  and  since  'tis  hard' 

to  find, 
A  damsel  with  such  qualities  as  suit   the   generous 

mind, 

May  freedom's  joys  be  ever    ours,    void    of  care  or 
pain, 

While  the  fruit  of  sweet  variety  in  clusters  we  attain. 
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TO  THE  HARMONIC  SOCIETY. 

A    SONG. 

What  pity  *uch  rare  sort  of  fellows  as  we, 
About  nation  or  party  should  e?er  disagree, 
Sure  the  life  of  enjoyment  is  still  to  be  free, 
Oh!  freedom  forever  for  me. 

For  why  should  we  jar  about  country  or  birth, 
Our  dad,  like  this  pitcher,  was  made  of  the   earth. 
Vet  we  still  love  the  place  where  we  had   the    mosJ 
mirth, 

And  in  this  we  should  ever  be  free. 
Tf  it  happen'd  our  names  had  been  tost  in  a  storm, 
By  the  side  of  Cape-hope,  or  the  end    of  Cape-horn, 
Or  were  snug  on  dry  land  at  the  time  we  were  born, 

Should  we  about  this  disagree? 

If  the  spark  of  a  joke  on  your  shoulder  should  crack, 
With  wif.  and  good  humor  repel  the  attack, 
A.nd  not  like  grimaJtuato  stick  up  your.  back,. 
With  fire  and  fume  toiet  flee. 

Attain  singing  we  never  should  be  very  nice^. 
}>ut  strive  modest  merit  always  to  entice, 
For  a  critic  with  us  is  possess'd  of  a  vice, 
From  which  we  should  wish  to  be  free. 

As  lor  drinking, about  which  some  folks  so  much  prate  r 
Let  each  take  enough  just  to  warm  his  pate, 
Like  the  poets  and  sages  of  old  and  of  late, 
'Twill  still  give  a  relish  for  glee. 


SONG. 

A    HOJIE  FOR  THE  FREE. 

Tone — The  Post  Captain 
Records  of  noble  deeds  we  know, 

Shine  forth  in  ancient  story y 
When  Rome  was  free,  the  beaten  foe, 
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Oft  raised  her  Eagle's  glory ; 
But  the  unsullied  rights  of  man, 

Had  never  been  attested  ; 
Unequal  the  great  task  to  scan, 

Oppressors  unmolested, 
Oft  ground  the  people  in  the  dust, 
Slaves  to  their  caprice  or  their  lust; 
The  victim's  cries, 
Were  heard  to  rise, 
In  vain  for  succour  to  the  skies, 
It  remained  for  Columbia  the  structure  to  frame. 
'Of  political  rights  to  be  sounded  by  fame, 
As  a  home  for  the  free. 

In  Greece,  where  Intellect  divitw, 

With  science  and  arts  expanded, 
Where  Genius  bright  was  wont  to  sb.ine, 

And  Virtue  power  commanded, 
The  love  of  Liberty  was  theirs, 

Yet  oft  her  cause  confounded, 
With  private  wrongs  or  selfish  fears, 

And  love  of  sway  unbounded; 
Till  envious  strifes  the  bond  had  riven, 
Which  Liberty  her  sons  had  givent 
The  Goddess  sigh'd, 
With  wounded  pride, 
And  Hope  sat  weeping  by  faer  side, 
It  remained  with  Columbia  the  structure  to  frams, 
Of  political  rights  to  be  sounded  by  fame 
As  a  home  for  the  free. 

Britania  long  with  loud  acclaim, 
Her  chartered  rights  has  sounded; 

But  freedom's  altar  ne'er  will  flame, 
By  lords  and  slaves  surrounded ; 

In  France  the  genial  ray  illum'd, 
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But  transient  was  its  gleaming, 
There,  reckless  despots  power  assumed, 

The  friends  of  freedom  Shaming, 
By  darkest  deeds  unheard  in  lore, 
Deep  reeking  in  thf.ir  country's  gore; 
Liberty  moum'd 
Her  sons  inurn'd, 
And  'way  from  crime  indignant  turned, 
To  remain  with  Columbia  the  structure  to  frame-, 
tQf  political  rights  to  be  sounded  by  fame, 
As  a  home  for  the  free. 

Fair  Liberty  from  age  to  age, 
By  erring  man  was  slighted, 
Where'er  she  flew,  the  tyrant's  rage, 

Her  smile  benignant  blighted  ; 
Till  hovering  o'er  our  native  lands, 

With  Eagle  speed  descending, 
Rejoiced  to  see  our  gallant  bands, 

For  equal  rights  contending; 
'Lead  on'  she  cried,  'defeat  the  foe,' 
Columbia's  sons  soon  struck  the  blow. — 
All  hail  to  thee, 
Fair  Liberty, 
Here  let  thy  home  forever  be; — 
Remain  with  Columbia  the  structure  to  frame, 
Of  political  rights,  to  be  sounded  by  fame, 
As  a  home  for  the  free. 


CITY   TWILIGHT* 

Now  dusk  is  mingling  with  the  smoky  air, 
The  latest  workman's  arm  is  now  at  rest, 

The  sun,  bright  centinel  of  his  daiiy  care, 
Has  left  his  fading  crimson  in  the  west. 


CITY    TWfLIGHT. 


The  noisy  fireman's  chorus  now  grows  hoarse, 
The  river  dimly  smooth  reflects  its  shore, 

Save  where  the  steamer  marks  his  foamy  course, 
Or  where  '  tis  rippled  by  the  fisher's  oar. 

Night  shades  the  brow  of  yonder  wood  topt  hill, 

,WHich  darker  frowns  upon  each  cot  below, 
Avarice  lets  stop  each  health  destroying  mill, 
Yet  still  some  furnace  melts  with  ceaseless  glow. 

In  one  short  night's  repose  from  daily  strife, 
Now  eyes  again  hard  press'd  by  nature,  close, 

Till  morning's  bell  shall  toll  again  to  life, 
The  same  monotony  of  changeless  woes. 

Hero  griping  Avarice  now  erects  her  shrine, 
And  numbers  to  her  altar  press  their  course, 

By  which  the  unborn  thousands  yet  may  find, 
Their  health  is  wither'd  in  its  very  source  . 

Like  the  insidious  serpent  thou  hast  crept, 
Into  this  young  fair  Eden  of  the  free, 

And,  less  the  curse  cf  the  first  fruit  have  wept, 
Than  will,  the  fatal  ills  thou  bring'st  with  thee. 

Disease,  that  mark  of  sin  from  sire  to  son, 
The  surest  curse  to  mankind  handed  down, 

Bred  where  each  paltry  despot  rules  within, 
That  wealth  his  churlish  progeny  may  crown. 

Look  down  ye  noble  race  of  patriots  now 
On  the  descendants  of  the  heroic  dead, 

How  cheerlessly  they  plod  with  clouded    brow, 
To  sell  their  hopeless  life  tor  daily  bread. 

Y"e  who  for  Liberty's  fair  birthright  fought 

'Gainst  foreign  tyrants,  may  have  fought  in  vain, 

All  your  high  boast  of  freedom  here  seems  nought, 
Like  Esau's  birthright  barter'd  off  again. 
D 


28  THE  REDBREAST  IN    IRELAND. 


To  swell  the  coffers  of  some  sordid  brute, 
Who  heedless  of  the  woes  his  prisons  breed 

Still  wrongs  them  of  one  half  their  labour's  fruit, 
Yet  forced  to  bear  the  wrong  by  pressing  need. 

The  unvarying  toil  that  tires  the  hardest  frame, 
Soon  sinks  the  softer  forms  from  youth  to  age, 

Strain'd  o'er  and  o'ei  to  shun  a  master's  blame, 
Or  'void  a  biot  upon  their  weekly  page. 

In  higher  spheres  no  sympathy  has  grown, 

There  matrons  have  a  seeming  softness  taught, 

But  poverty  a  veil  o'er  all  has  thrown, 

Like  darkness,  mother  of  desponding  thought. 


TO  THE  REDBREAST  IN  IRELAND. 

Sweet  bird  thy  solitary  note 

Soothes  oft  the  sadness  of  my  mind, 

And  as  the  morning's  dawn  I  note, 
I  still  in  thee  a  solace  find  . 

The  opening  bud  of  spring  appears, 
And  wintery  glooms  now  fly  away, 

So  fly  the  lonely  tra\eller's  fears, 

When  cheer'd  by  thee  at  dawn  of  day . 

Oft  at  the  evening's  balmy  close, 

Thy  warbling  notes  hath  cheer'd  toy  way, 

Drowning  my  cares  in  soft  repose 
Beneath  thy  sweet  consoling  lay. 

When  winter  sweeps  with  reckless  sway, 
And  strips  of  green  thy  bow'ry  home. 

Then  near  my  cottage  safely  stay, 
Till  more  congenial  seasons  come. 
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The  careless  boy  who  roams  to  find 

Through  brake  and  glen  the  feathered  nest, 

Tho'  cruel  to  others  of  thy  kind, 

Will  leave  thy  young  in  peace  to  rest. 

TTis  said  of  thee,  as  legends  tell, 

When  infant  innocents  were  led 
To  lonely  wood  and  gloomy  dell 

By  ruffian  hands  their  blood  to  shed. 

That  sympathy  possess' d  thy  breast, 

When  death's  cold  sleep  their  wand'ring  staid 

A  leafy  covering  when  at  rest, 

O'er  their  defenceless  forms  you  laid  . 

Then  come  sweet  bird  still  near  my  home, 
In  winter's  cold  or  summer's  heat, 

In  seasons  bright  or  times  of  gloom, 
Anc"  with  thee  bring  thy  gentle  mate. 

Thy  mellow  notes  will  speak  of  spring, 
When  other  birds  have  ceased  their  song, 

Then  come  and  let  me  hear  thee  sing, 
Thou  gentlest  of  the  feather'd  throng. 


THE  YOUNG  EMIGRANT. 

My  native  land,  thou  'rt  gone    from  me, 

Gone — sunk — with  childhood's  dreams, 
Save  when  the  light  of  memory, 

Tnryws  back  its  brightest  beams; 
And  if  before  me  now  you  smiled, 

I  would  not  know  '  twere  thee, 
Tom  from  thy  bosom  when  a  child, 

To  wander  o'er  the  sea. 
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1  left  thee  when  my  infant  tongue, 

Jti3t  learn'd  to  lisp  farewell, 
1  left  thee  and  my  playmates  young, 

To  climb  the  ocean  swell; 
And  cradled  long  upon  the  sea, 

T  wish'd  no  other  home, 
Nor  long  I  wept  for  leaving  thee, 

Or  cared  what  was  to  come. 

I  saw  my  foster-land  arise, 

Through  ocean's  misty  vale, 
Parting  the  waters  from  the  skies,    . 

And  felt  her  sultry  gale. 
I  left  a  home  where  winter's  breath, 

Scarce  binds  a  fountain  fast, 
For  one  where  vast  Ohio's  width 

Lies  chain'd  beneath  the  blast. 

When  eastern  breezes  spread  their  wings 

Still  do  I  hear  from  thee, 
And  hear  thy  own  sweet  bird  that  sings* 

Thou  mayest  yet  be  free. 
And  tho'  I've  bade  thee  long  adieu 

We  still  may  meet  again, 
Freedom  who  long  has  left  thee,  too, 

Seeks  not  thy  shore  in  vain. 


SONG. 

THE    OFFERING  TO 


There's  brightness  in  the  eyes  of  heaven, 
Those  beaming  orbs  of  light, 

Those  stars  that  ope  their  lids  at  even, 
To  hail  the  coming  night. 


*  T.  Moore,  called  by  Phillips  the  muse's"  little 
nightingale . 
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There's  darkness  in  the  troubled  deep? 

The  thick  and  gathering  cloudy 
There's  darkness  in  all  nature's  sleep, 

When  night  flings  o'er  her  shroud. 

There's  softness  in  the  breath  of  morn, 
Warm'd  by  the  parent  sun; 

The  dove's  full  eye  when  left  forlorn—5 
The  bosom  of  the  swan  . 

There's  power  in  words  that's  wrought 

In  Byron's  burning  line, 
And  powerful  is  the  kindling  thought 

That  youthful  hearts  entwine. 

Yet  all  of  these  are  far  surpass'd 

By  eyes  so  brightly  dark, 
As  thine,  where  softness'  power  is  cast 
In  one  full  radiant  spark. 

Yet  think  not,  that  I  this  impart 
In  falsehood's  dark  disguise, 

5vo, — 'tis  an  offering  from  my  heart 
Its  altars  are  thine  eyes. 


THE  RECLUSE'S  APOLOGY. 

A   SONG. 

They  say  I  take  too  much  to  heart 

The  common  ills  of  life; 
Those  ills  which  all  must  bear  a  part, 

As  here  they  are  so  rife; 
But  oh!  how  little  do  they  know 

The  griefs  that  wring  my  breast, 
And  cause  the  burning  tear  to  flow, 

When  thought  should  be  at  rest . 
D* 
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Then  chide  me  not  if  memory  flings, 

A  shadow  o'er  my  brow, 
Tho'  bright  the  scenes  from    whence  it  springs, 

The  gloom  's  the  deeper  now. 

Some  others,  too,  no  doubt  have  dram'd 

The  bitters  of  life's  cup; 
Or  by  relentless  fate  constrained, 

To  drink  their  portion  up; 
But,  alas!  to  me  the  cup  oflife, . 

With  gall  is  flowing  o'er, 
Nor  do  the  daily  draughts  I  quaff, . 

Decrease  its  bitter  store. 

Then  chide  me  not  if  memory  flings, 

A  shadow  o'er  my  brow; 
Tho'  bright  the  scenes  from  whence  it  springs^  - 

The  gloom  's  the  deeper  now. 

And  tho'  amid  the  festive  scenes, 

Reluctant  smiles  I  wear, 
Whose  beaming  dim  but  faintly  seems-- 

To  gild  the  gloom  of  tare, 
Yet  deep  within  my  soul's  retreat,  . 

The  germ  of  sorrow  springs, 
WeVl  cultured  by  each  fond  regr,et, •, 

Which  memory,  ceaseless,  brings. 

Then  chide  me  not  if  memory  flings, 

A  shadow  o'er  my  brow, 
Tho'  bright  the  scenes  from  whence  it  spring*^ , 

The  gloom  's  the  deeper  now. 

Round  me  the  ties  of  early  youth, 

Can  never  lose  their  power, 
For  they  were  wove  when  faith  and  truth?  , 

Sway'd  o'er  the  jocund  hour;.  . 
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Where  are  those  eyes  that  shone  so  bright, 
With  love  and  friendship's  charm, 

Some  closed  forever  in   the  flight,. 
Or  perished  ih  the  stormv 

Then  chide  me  not  if  memory  flings- 

A.  shadow  o'er  my  brow, 
Tho'  bright  the  scenes  from  whence  it  springs,  • 
The  gloom  's  the  deeper  now. 

Some  bright  eyes  grew  dim  with  grief, 

For  loss  of  lovers  slain, 
Whose  constant  hearts  knew  no  relief, 

But  hope  in  heaven  to  join; 
I  too,  the  humblest   of  the  (rain, 

The  chilling  power  have  known, 
Of  time  and  fate  to  break  in  twain,1. 

TWc  hearts  that  would  be  one.  • 

Then  chide  me  not  if  memory  flings,  • 

A  shadow  o'er  my  brow, 
T*iio'  bright  the  scenes  from   whence  it  spribgs, 
The  gloom  *s  the  deeper  now  . 


BANTRY   BAY  IX  IRELAND. 


How  oft  the  mind  in  some  lone  tranquil  ho»r, 
When  all  is  hush'd  within,  no  sceneto  sour, 
Loves  to  retrace,  with  retrospective  view, 
Those  youthful  days  when  all-was  fresh  and  new; 
When  the  young  senses*  vigorous  and  warm, 
Scann'd  nature's  be^utres  in  their    brightest  form, 
When  the  fresh  vision  to  the  mind  convey'd, 
In  glowing  colors  all  the  eye  survey'd, 
Till  kindled  into  pensive  joy  the  while, 
The  sphjtjoin'd  in  nature's  balmy  smile,- 
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Otr  such  an  hour  from  mem'ry's  page  I  tFa^e, 
This  sketch  of  scenes  which  time  could  j^e'er  erase-. 
A  distant  spot  on  that  gay  isle  it  lie?, 
Where  nature's  varied  beauties  glad  the  eyes; 
Mountains^  deep  glens,  green  hills,  on  every  sidey 
And  isles  like  emeralds  glowing  in  the  tide; 
Valleys  with  verdure  blooming  rich,  and  swerf, 
Where  mountain  torrents  in  calm  union  meet; 
Now  winding  slowly  through  the  vale  they  suay, 
Then  rushing  rapid  inte*  Bantry  Bay . 
Woodlands  at  distance  seen  of  varied  hue, 
Kich  dwellings,  gardens,  orchards*,  all  in  view, — 
The  peasant's  cottage  on  the  mountain's  side, 
With  cultivated  spots  arranged  with  pride, 
Hedged  round  with  yellow  firs  and  hawthorn  gayr 
Opening  their  scented  blossoms  to  the  day — 
Tho'  plain  the  inmate's  board  and  humble  faret 
The  stranger  always  finds  a  welcome  there. 
As  oft  reclined  on  top  of  Reen  Rour  hill, 
The  sky  serene,  the  waters  calm  and  still,- 
And  plumaged  songsters  on  each  bush  and  treeT 
Told  all  their  loves  in  sweetest  harmony, 
Time  passed  the  while  unheeded  in  its  flight,     \ 
The  witching  scene  producing  pure  delight,        > 
By  every  grace  that  captivates  the  sight.  J 

Kerry's  hills  far  northward  in  prospective  rise, 
Mingling  their  heath-clad  heads  amid  the  skies, 
In  ridges  high  from  east  to  west  appear, 
Falling  in  ranges  wild  as  they  draw  near, 
Their  rugged  points  rua  boldly  to  the  main, 
Facing  the  ocean  surge  with  high  disdain; 
An  amphitheatre  vast,  by  nature   wrought, 
Where  giants  of  old  like  "Demi-Gods  have  fought;"' 
But  the  dire  conflict  of  such  mighty  foes, 
I  find  no  power  to  paint  in  rhyme  or  prose, 
Yet  of  such  warfare  on  this  rocky  shore, 
You  still  may  karri  u«j  legendary  lore;" 
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And  marks  of  ponderous  feet  there  still  remain, 
Which  strode   from   hill  to  hill  to  hill  and  plain  to 

plain ; 
Vast  mortal  forms  were  seen  with  speed  to  glide,. 
Like  shades  of  clouds  along  the  mountain  side. 
But  stop  my  muse,  for  I  must  clip  thy  wing, 
I  meant  not  thus  of  ancient  times  to  sing, 
For  much  I  fear  in  thy  wild  wand'riogs  back,. 
Thou  flyest  most  widely  from  the  beaten  track  ; 
I  only  ask  thy  aid  the  view  to  trace, 
As  when  it  struck  my  eye  on  nature's  face, 
While  seen  from  top  of  ever  green  Reen  Rour, 
For  there  I've  often  strayed  and  felt  thy  power.' — 
'Gain  at  t"ne  northern  hills  we'll  take  a  glance, 
As  toward  the  bay  their  daring  fronts  advance, 
In  nature's  wild  arrangement,  whilst  betweea 
Each  line,  a  valley  blooms  of  richest  green, , 
Lessening  in  height,  but  not*  in  nature's  pride, 
The  front  rank  meets  the  billows  of  the  tide. 
Now  westward  towards  the  main  I  turn  my  eyes, 
And  se&  Bere  island  from  the  waters  rise, 
Like  clouds  whose  horizon  in  distance  bound, 
By  sunbeams  bright'ning  the  white  surges  round; . 
On  the  left  Sheep's  Head  high  point  essays, 
To  meet  the  rolling  surges'  dashing  sprays, 
But  falling  gradually  towards  the  east, 
The  prospect  opens  a  delightful  feast, 
Of  flowery  vales  and  hills  forever  greeny. 
While  lakes  of  crystal  brightness  shine  between,. 
Sparkling  like  diamonds  amid  emeralds  thrown, 
By  contrast  to  the  sight  more  brilliant  shown. 
Next  taking  into  view  the  objects  near, 
Amid  the  surges  Weddy  Isles  appear, 
Rising  above  the  water's  shining  face, 
With  a  reclining  attitude  of  grace, 
Wrapp'd  ih  their  flowing  robes  of  green  and  flowers, 
D-eck'd  with  the  diamond's  rays  from  dewy  showers, . 
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With  peaceful  smiling  aspect  seem  to  greet, 
The  playful  billows  rolling  al  their  feet. 
On  the  south  shore  meeting  the  curling  wave, 
Seafield's  rich  groves  our  power  descriptive  crave, 
An  Eden  gently  rising  from  the  hay, 
Adorn'din  nature's   loveliest  array; 
A  splendid  mansion  in  the  centre  stands, 
Which  a  clear  prospect  ot  the  bay  commands; 
In  front  a  spacious  lawn  in  beauty  rare, 
With  rural  walks    and  arbors  cool  and  fair, 
Where  roam'd  in  luxury  the  bounding  deer, 
In  rear  the  gardens  open  to  the  day, 
Their  bounteous  store  of  fruits  and  flowers  gay, 
Whose  fragrance  wafted  by  the  gentle  breeze, 
Perfumes  the  groves  and  mingles  with  the  trees; 
Those  groves  divided  into  alleys  green, 
With  mossy  seats  and  grottos  ranged  between  ; 
Now  winding  deeply  thro'  the  rural  shade, 
Then  opening  to  the  view  the  flow'ry  glade, 
Again  retiring  thro'  each  dell  and  nook, 
Where  gently  soft,  flows  on  the  murmuring  brook, 
While  overhead  is  heard  the  skylark's  trill, 
Sounding  a  treble  to  the  flowing  rill. — 
The  linnet  too,  combines  his  mellow  notes, 
With  songs  of  various  strains,  from  waibling  throats, 
Forming  a  concert  truly  Nature's  own, 
Breathing,  unmix'd,  her  harmony  alone. 

At  evening's  close,  from  the  reflected  shore, 
Moves  off  the  fishing  train,  with  shining  oar, 
Plying  against  the  tide  with  well  timefi  measure, 
To  gain  the  point  where  lies  their  scaly  treasure; 
And  well  their  toils  will  be  repaid,  I  ween, 
For  all  around  these  shores  at  dusk  are  seen 
The  finny  tribes,  with  a  bright  silvery  glow 
Illumining  their  wat'ry  track  below; 
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The  spangled  waves  attract  the  fishers'  eyes, 
And  soon  they  spread  the  sean,  and  gain  their  prize, 
The  boats  are  fill'd — then  comes  the  time  of  glee 
And  joke  and  strain,  of  Erin's  melody; — 
The  echoing  hills  repeat  the  mellow  sound, 
Till  uought  is  heard  but  harmony  around; 
Returning  thus,  again  they  reach  the  shore, 
Where  hailing  friends  await  the  glittering  store. 

Tracing  the  lines  on  Memory's  fading  page, 
Newtown's  delightful  seat  my  thoughts  engage; 
The  mansion  neat  and  spacious  just  is  seen, 
Rising  from  forth  the  spreading  foliage  green; 
The  curling  smoke  ascends  the  buoyant  air, 
Till  lost  amid  the  higher  regions  clear  . 
But  that  our  picture  may  be  fair  and  true 
We  must  descend,  and  take  a  closer  view. 
Entering  from  east  an  avenue  we  find, 
Form'd  of  nature's  beauties  well   combin'd, 
High  spreading  trees  in  verdurous  files  appear, 
With  spangled  holly   peeping  from  the  reai, 
At  either  side  a  line  of  hawthorn  blooms, 
Filling  the  air  between  with  rich  perfumes, 
And  banks  of  various  flowers  with  hundred  dyes, 
Regale  the  senses  and  delight  the  eyes; 
Rising  with  gentle  slope,  the  hedges  gain, 
And  'gainst  the  folding  branches  seem  to  lean: 
The  whole  a  vista  forms  with  light  and  shade, 
Opening  wide  upon  the  spreading  glade, 
Where  stand  the  mansion's  hospitable  walls, 
Which  happier  days  of  Erin  back  recalls; 
And  looking  round  from  ev'ry  branch  and  flower 
We  hear  and  feel  the  feather'd  songsters'  power, 
Mingling  their  varied  notes  with  ceaseless  glee, 
Happy  fhe  tenants  of  these  groves  to  be. 
From  hence  descending  towards  the  flowing  tide, 
Which  swells  adjacent  to  the  mansion's  side, 
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The  opening  cove  with  the  surrounding  shore, 
Oilers  new  scope  for  vision  to  explore; 
Itsgently  rising  strands,  convenient  height, 
Sprinkled  around  with  marble  pebbles  bright, 
Shows  like  a  spacious  bowl  of  varied  hue, 
Containing  liquid  of  transparent  blue, 
Reflected  from  the  azure  bending  sky,  } 

Together  with  the  foliage  waving  high,  s. 

And  the  surrdunding  strand  and  verdure  ni«h,      \ 

Beneath  the  wat'ry  mirror,  clear  and  true, 

As  the  reality  appear  to  view. 

Here  shoals  of  shining  trout  and   mullet  play, 

Springing  from  forth  thp  tide  with  glittering  spray, 

To  meet  the  spn,  or  catch  the  hov'ring  fly, 

Which  chance  or  pleasure  may  have  brought  so  nigh 

Now  glancing  round  o'er  woodland  grove  and  dell, 
OnDunnamark  the  eye  delights  to  dwell, 
Whose. falls  are  heard  with  a  continuous  roar, 
Dashing  their  surges  'gainst  the  rocky  shore. 
The  river  o'er  high  cliffs  in  sheets  descends, 
And  with  the  briny  tide  below  contends, 
Rolling  and  struggling  with  a  furious  foam, 
Till  mingled  in  the  gulf,  in  peace  they  roam, 
Beyond  its  narrow  limits,  to  expand, 
With  gentle  calmness  o'er  the  shining  strand. 
Still  there  are  objects  round  this  bay  unsung, 
Fit  for  the  well-strung  lyre,  and  tuneful  tongue, 
With  the  expression  strong,  and  clear  design, 
Such  as  immortal  Byron,  once  was  thine. 
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